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reflected, was against much exercise. She was
friendly, abusing in a candid way the lemonade, and
strongly advising ale. He took her advice, and was
aghast at the little change she brought him out of a
dollar. She retired behind the bar, and sank at once
into a comatose condition. Archibald Podd sipped
his expensive ale thoughtfully.
A dissipated-looking Malay in a white suit and red
turbash glanced at him from the next table and smiled.
" They are more expensive here than at the Raffles,"
he said, confidentially.
Archibald shrugged his shoulders, and, as he had
already done fifty times that morning on getting up,
gave forth an enigmatic smile.
*' You don't seem to mind," remarked the stranger.
Archibald noted with satisfaction the tone of respect
in his voice.
"Dear-r lady, no, not when I'm going round the
town," drawled Archibald.
" That's splendid," remarked the Malay. He spoke
perfect English. As usual with Orientals, not a con-
sonant escaped him. Picking up his glass, he came
and sat down opposite Archibald.
"I am like you," he continued "When I visit
Singapore, I think nothing of money. It is the best
way."
Archibald nodded comprehendingly.
** It requires much money to think nothing of it/*
commented the stranger, solemnly. ** Singapore
nowadays is very expensive. I remember-----." He
checked himself, and asked, "Been long around
here?"